as though their voices were spent, and the white-bearded man raised
his face and mumbled to her:

'Why do you not go now?'

'Yes,' the squint-eyed Glafira Antonovna caught him up. *Go, and
don't you dare come back again. We will have none of you.'

Frossia was angry and, in her anger, she became cold, clearheaded.
Her voice rang slow, loud, distinct:

'Why must you be so dishonest?'

For a moment mouths gaped, eyes stared at her. Then the freckled
youth shrieked:

'Who is being dishonest?'

'All of you.' Frossia could not stop now, and she went on, hoping
that neither her voice, nor her face, would give away the fear which
still ravaged her: 'You are dishonest. The state says to you: "Come
and learn." The state provides this house and teachers for you. The
state asks nothing from you except application and work. You seem
determined to waste it all. Why? It is pointless, stupid, above all, dis-
honest. Nobody compelled you to come here. Nobody compelled me
to come and teach you. Let me be frank. I may not be a good teacher,
but I want to be of use, and I do know French.*

She paused. Some were laughing. The freckled youth turned his
back on her and yelled:

'Now it is nice, polite conversation, Comrades . . . She is here to
teach us how to converse ...' he spat on the floor, and Frossia raised
her voice:

'Quiet.' This time she did not add 'please,' and the freckled youth
turned round and stared at her, astonished and obviously discomfited.
Frossia plunged in:

'You must listen. French is difficult, but it is a beautiful language,
and the more languages you know, the wider will your life become.
You will travel abroad in time. Do you want to be dumb when
travelling? So that any foreigner seeing you, would say contemptu-
ously: "Of course, what can you expect of savage Russian louts?"
Do you want this to happen?' But they were not listening, a bell began
clanging in the distance, there came the loud scraping of benches, and
they were all on their feet, all scurrying to the door, some amused,
others hostile, but all alike contemptuous of her. For some minutes
Frossia sat still. Then she went to seek out Comrade Golubev. Her
report was weary and brief.
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